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my only course was to follow a straight line; and
that took me through the worst jucal I had yet
encountered. Bill sat on a ledge above the camp
throwing a beam of his flashlight in an attempt to
keep me in the right direction, but the mist which
had shut down again made this ineffectual. Forcing
my way through the dense growth, tearing my
hands and falling into holes and hollows, I finally
stumbled into camp about ten o'clock that
night-
That was the end of Q as what you might call an
active member of the party. When I saw him
months afterwards in Pillaro he was perfectly
normal It was only when he crossed that fateful
pass that he seemed to come under the influence of
those terrific, awe-inspiring, desolate peaks. My
opinion is that years of meditating on his great
dream of the treasure, mine or gold mountain, had
crystallised them for him into actual fact.
I am sure he honestly believed that he had at one
time seen them. But when faced by people who,
like ourselves, sought to run the dream down rather
than talk about it, his conscious mind was forced
against a blank wall.
The time had come when he had either to accept
the brutal realisation that his dream was a figment
of fancy or to invent some subterfuge to avoid the
issue. It was not that he wanted to deceive me, but
that he could not face undeceiving himself.
I was very sorry for old Q, for I have known